Part Two

THE RESULT

CHAPTER ONE

TpHERE was a week in which the countless readers of those high-
JL minded journals received a new ringing challenge. Through
innumerable charitable and cultured doors, the weekly uplift was
thrust by an untidy boy from the newsagent's shop, and opened by
hands accustomed to turn over without a start their sober pages.
Into many a shadowy bookseller's shop in many an ancient High
Street stepped the regular readers to .collect their weekly offset
against the wicked and ignorant world. With an ear more sensitive
than the most delicate apparatus of detection, we hear the rustle of
pages in a thousand homes suddenly stop, and the sound of ten
thousand feet in all the High Streets suddenly halt. What has cried
stop but the voice of John Klooner, even though it speak in the
accents of Jupiter Murrinkle. For there upon those gentle pages,
staring out from among the decrepit sailors, the untrousered savages,
the unschooled children, like the fierce visage of a majestic tiger
penned in the same cage as a company of purring puss-cats, threaten-
ing to burst the prisoning bars, and to claw the very horizons that
confine it, was the thundering challenge that emerged from Stinton
Street via the Public Liaison in Albemarle Street.
It cried Terror, War and All Hideousness. It spoke Conditional
Hope, It commanded the Eaght-minded to apply forthwith for the
Free Booklet entitled It Need Not Be or The Plan for Safety. It gave,
that Primal Voice among the Foolish Urbanities, the address from
which hope came, of the very caverns where dwelt the comfort
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